THE  SPANISH  WAR
Colonel Beorlegui, tall and elegant, with brown hair
only tinged with grey, was standing a few paces from the
cross-roads dictating orders to his adjutant, when a shot
rang out from a neighbouring building and he stumbled
and fell. The bullet had struck him in the thigh. A
surgeon rushed up and hastily dressed the wound. But
Colonel Beorlegui refused to enter his waiting car and
be driven off to the field ambulance, saying, "There is
plenty of time; this little affair will be over in a few
minutes." But the wound,, slight though it was at first
thought to be, was destined to prove fatal. Whether it
was due to Colonel Beorlegui's action in refusing to go
immediately to the ambulance or to some subsequent
imprudence, gangrene set in and the gallant officer died
five weeks later when holding a command on the Aragon
front. It was only in the last ten days of his life that he
consented to leave his column and be taken to hospital.
Legionaries had broken into the house where the soli-
tary sniper had taken shelter, and he was disposed of m
a second. The same fate overtook seven Communists
before my eyes a moment later. Out of a side street
dashed a huge grey car and up the avenue in the direction
of San Sebastian. Already there were many Nationalist
staff cars in the streets, and this grey car filled with Reds
might have passed unnoticed but for the fact that,
holding automatics at each window and also through a
smashed pane behind, they opened rapid fire at the
soldiers advancing in single file on either side of the road.
Bullets were flying in every direction, for soldiers ahead
also opened fire on the car, and I found a doorway handy
to take shelter. One of the first shots fired by the
Nationalists must have hit the driver, for the car lurched
drunkenly at a street corner and, sliding across the road,